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ThcTragcdic 

He is within with two reuerend Fathers,' 

Diuinely bent to meditation, 

And in no worldly fute would he bemou’d. 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

R«« f ne good Catesby to thy Lord again. 

Tell him my felfe,the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matte rs of great moment, 

No lefle importing then our generall good. 

Are come to haue fome coference with his grace. 

Cat. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward : 

He is not lulling on a leaud day bed, , 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines • 

Not Beeping to ingroffe his idle body. 

Bur praying to inrich his watchful! foule , 

Happy were Eng!and,would this gracious prince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraigntic thereon, 

But fure I feare we (hall neuer winne him to it, 

Mai. Marry God forbid his grace (hould fay vs nay. 
Enter Catesby # 

Buc. I feare be will,hownow Catesby, 

What fayes your Lord i 

Cm. My L.he wonders to what end you haue aflcmblcd 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord, he feares you meant no good to him. 

Buc, Sory I am my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpeft me that I meanc no good to him. 

By heauen I coroe in perfect loue to him. 

And fo once more returne and reli his grace: Exit Catetbj, 
When holy and deuout religious men. 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence. 

So fwcet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter %icb. and two Btfhops aloft. 

Maior % See where he Bands between two Clergy men. 
Buc. T wo props of vertue for a Chriftian Prince 
To Bay him from the fall of vaoitic, 

Famous 
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of Richard the third. 

Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft, 

And pardon vs the interruption - 
Ofthy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

Glo. MyLord,thereneeds no fuch apologie, 

I rather do befeech you pardon me, 

Who earned in the fetuice of my God, 

Negle& the vifitationofmy friends: 

gut leauing this, what is your Graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which pleafeth God aboite. 

And all good men ofthis vngouerned He. 

Clo, I do fufpeft.Ihaue done fome offence. 

That feemes dilgratious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 

Buc. Y ou haue my Lord: would it picafc your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

Cjlo, Eifc wherfore breath 1 in a Chriftian land? 

Buc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
Thefupreame Se ate, the Throne maielticall, 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

The lincjil glory of your royall Houfc, 

To the corruption of a blcmilht ftockc : 

Whileflinthe mildenefleof your fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken to our CouDtryes good; 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes, 

Her face defac’t with Bars of infamie, 

And almoft (houldred inthisfwallowinggulph. 

Of blind forgetfulnefle and daikc obliuiom 
Which to recure we heartily folicite 
Y our G racious felfc to take on you the foueraigntic thereof 
Not as Protector, St we ward, Subftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gainc? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie,your owne J 
For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worlhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by their vehement infiigation. 

In tliis iuB fute come I to rooue yout Grace. 
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